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| love you..but | also hate you. You hurt me - all the time. Even when we weren't in bed, you hurt me. Pulled 


me into two different directions between love and hate. 


You would never accept limits, Axl. You wouldn't listen. I'd ask you to stop and you would just keep going - only 
harder. | bore more marks and bruises - fuck, even cuts! - from your hand then | ever did from countless 
school yard fights. Fuck, | used to be a BMX rider, man - | was a champion; | made money. | rode shit with no 
brakes, wiped out countless of times and yet never hurt myself as much as you would hurt me in your 
twisted, perverted idea of love. 


| remember once when | tried a loop off a ramp; it was a real stupid thing to do. No fucking brakes and | shot 
at the wall at full speed, leaped into the air..got real high; it was like flying. Figured | might as well try the loop, 
| had so much space between me and the ground. | don't think | ever got that high before and | thought, why 
not? Only | hadn't mastered the loop; it was tricky. | fucked up. Came crashing back to earth, landed on my 
face in the pavement. | was lucky | didn't break something. Had to come crawling home with a busted up bike 


and my tail between my legs. | don't think | had ever known hurt like that before..until | took up with you. 


You fucked with my head, Axl, all the time. | never knew whether | was coming or going with you. Even when 
we were in bed together, | never knew what | was going to get from you. Sometimes it would be a soft caress, 
at other times, a blow and sometimes it would be both. Pleasure and pain, tied together like some twisted, 


fucked up tangle of contradiction ruling my life and infecting every breath | took 
You used to whisper "I love you" in my ear, even as you tightened your hands around my throat. 


Love and hate. Coexisting with one another, entwined so tightly together | couldn't tell where the one ended and 
the other began. | had to live like that, everyday, so fucking confused and isolated from who | was that | drank 
and drugged myself into oblivion just to get away. Just to get one moment of peace. | would play with fire, Axl, 


just to escape you for one all too brief respite. 


And you sensed it, didn't you? Didn't like it much, did you? You couldn't touch me then, couldn't feel your hooks 
inside of me and neither could |. | was free but then the high would wear off and | was back right where | 
started, trapped in a living hell. 


Sometimes | wished..sometimes | just wish they never brought me back those times they stabbed me in the 
heart with their needles, pulling me back from the oblivion | sought. | bet that you didn't know that, did you? | 
wanted to die. | wanted to escape you, break free of your clutches and never have to deal with this confusion 
and pain again. Only problem was, | didn't know how, so | shot up and snorted and smoked and hoped and prayed 
that the drugs would do it for me. But they never did. You interfered. So did the doctors and management and 
anyone else who thought they had the right. Dragged me back by the hair into my living hell. 


You were never satisfied, nothing | ever did was right and you'd tear into me for failing to live up to some 
fucked up vision of perfection you required. | didn't know what you expected and | couldn't live up to whatever 
it was you wanted. When | was aggressive, you wanted me submissive. When | was submissive, you wanted me 
aggressive. You blamed me for failing to read you mind, for being incapable of knowing intuitively what you 
wanted. I'd strike back, you would twist the knife of guilt in my gut and when | didn't, you would sneer at me 
for being a pussy. 


What the fuck is it that you want from me? Tell me, | would really like to know precisely what | did to fail you. 


You hurt me. You enjoyed it. What, do you think | never noticed the spark of joy in your eye whenever you 
beat me or ripped into me? You think | didn't know you got off on making me love you and then turning around 
to make me suffer for it? | never knew what to expect and it made me crazed all the time. But what hurt the 


most was when you'd sneer at my skills as a musician. Do you have any idea what that felt like? You not only 


ridiculed my talent, you derided my very identity. 


| was fifteen before | knew who | was, what | was. That first time | picked up a guitar, | felt - | felt like | had 
finally found what it was | had been searching for all my life. | gave up everything - friends, school, any hope 
of an alternative for a future, even family for that guitar. I'd play for hours, out on the bleachers at school, 
at home, anywhere | could find a place to take that axe out and lose myself in it. | lived for it, | breathed for 
it and without it, | was nothing. 


At sixteen, | was out on the streets, hustling to get by just so | could play. When things got tough, | even 
sucked dick and spread myself out for perfect strangers for something as simple as a packet of strings. | 
didn't have to. | could've gone back home, gotten my GED and gone to college the way my family wanted me to. 
Become an accountant or some fucked up shit like that, with a house and a mortgage and 2.4 brats squalling in 
my ear. Life would've been a little more predictable but | would've died inside. That was not who | was so | did 


every fucked up, degrading and humiliating thing to survive just so | could live the life and play my guitar. 


And you - you who claim to love me, couldn't even allow me that, could you? You just had to undercut that 
too, cheapen and belittle it, dismiss what is my life after | had sacrificed so much and worked so hard for it. 
You just had to reach for the music as well, didn't you, man? You weren't satisfied with controlling everything 


else in my life, but you had to control that too. 


| sit here and watch you sing and you won't even look at me and | wonder why | even bother anymore. You've 
taken everything from me but the music and now, you're taking even that. | won't let you. | can't. Its who | 
am. It's so much of a part of me that | don't think | could live under those conditions. You want complete and 
total control and | can not let that happen. | won't let you do to me what you did to Izzy; | won't let you tell 
me who | can play for or what | can play or where. | just can't. | have to grow, Axl, | have to be able to move 
on and to let you dictate and control that aspect of my life is impossible. Without it, life is impossible. | would 
die and the funny thing is, I'm finding that | don't want to die. Not anymore. 


| don't know you anymore.. if | ever did. l'm unhappy and you don't notice it, | doubt you even care. Why the 
fuck do | even bother staying with you? Why do | put up with your shit? Im better then that. At least, | used 
to be. 


lm not sure anymore. I'm not sure if | even know who | am anymore. 


So | have to make a choice and l'm sorry, but this time dude, its not you. 


